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and general style of the Imperial Camel Corps,
and I could not help contrasting their business-like
ranks with the untidy horde of raggle-taggle gipsies
which would have been straggling past if it had not
been for our labours. As each section saluted
Feisal I even felt an absurd lump in my bearded
throat at the greatness of the sight. Then I
climbed into a Rolls tender and dashed off on my
last series of shuttlings.
The two great caravans of six and eight hundred
laden camels were now pacing steadily northwards
like the children of Israel on their three-hundred-
mile march across the gravel desert. They were
ninety miles apart and would neither see nor hear
anything of each other until they met again at the
reedy pools and dry mud-flats which lie about the
ruined castle of Azraq. Utter silence encompassed
them. Away on their left flank,, far out of sight and
sound, the little Turkish trains crawled to and fro
on their toy railway-line, busy and unsuspecting,
while they themselves saw no living thing. As my
stout car ate up in three short hours the three days'
weary march which lay between them, I wondered
whether I should find at Bair and Azraq the grain
which Feisal and Lawrence had promised should
be there, and what would happen if they failed me.
But I did not rely too much upon their promises,
for at the back of my mind was a serene confidence
that God would surely not allow the two great hosts
to perish by the way.
Peake and his column had left Jafar when I got
there, but my barley dump was in good order, and
Auda assured me that there had been no difficulty.
Seeing that all was well, I went straight on to Bair,
which I reached just as it was getting dark. Here

